KABLOONA
we woke in the morning and fumbled for the Primus stove, we
were puffing like seals. The early morning tea drunk, we lay
listening. Out of doors the wind smacked the igloo. This was
not travelling weather, and yet it was eight o'clock, and we
should have been on the move.
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We crawled out and made ready to leave. I dug the harness
out of the snow while Utak loaded the sled. It was still dark
when we started, and as I ran alongside I clung to the sled with
one hand, in part because I could not see where I was going-
Stopping in a blizzard meant nothing to these people if they
decided suddenly that they wanted a cup of tea. One might be
within two hours of camp, the stop might mean another night
in a hastily built igloo, — it made no difference. The sled would
glide to a halt, an empty box would be turned on its side, a
Primus stove set within, and tea would be brewed. The wind
was cutting you to ribbons, but what of
that? It did not prevent Unarnak and
her mother-in-law from enjoying a
tranquil chat together, nor Utak from
amusing himself peacefully by pulling
his son round and round on a tiny sled
while the child squealed with joy. On
shipboard in a heavy sea you watch the
porpoises at play and wonder that they
can take it so easily: the Eskimos are
like those porpoises.
That night our igloo was built in
total darkness, and while Utak laid
block on block I stumbled round out-
side with a native shovel, tamping the snow down into fine
powder and tossing it against the sides of the igloo, after which
I smoothed it down to fill the chinks between the blocks. The
igloo was about three-quarters built when I crawled in with
my flashlight and lit up Utak's finishing touches.
When Utak was in a good temper and we had been friends
all day, he took a bit more care with the igloo in order to make
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